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Introduction 
"You got a pass to drink likker7" the 
guard asks, meaning do I have a SCDC-ID 
card, allowing me to go through the sixth 
electronic door to teach my class . 
"Yes," I say, and show it to him. 
"Okay, go on ahead and drink likker, 
if you wanna, " meaning I have the correct 
security credentials to enter, go on to 
the seventh gate. 
I carne to South Carolina last December to take the 
National Endowment for the Arts Writer-in-Residence 
position with the South Carolina Arts Commission for a 
period of six months to teach poetry to inmates in four 
institutions. I wasn't a stranger to this area. I was born here 
thirty years ago , the son of post-depression parents who left 
New York to find a better life in the agrarian South. I was 
employed by the South Carolina Arts Commission in 1977 
working with elders, youthful offenders and inmates. I 
thought I understood what I was getting into, having had the 
experience of working with diverse groups which included 
alcoholics and drug abusers . Still, I did not know what to 
expect. The predictable part, now, of the entire grant, is that 
people are unpredictable, they change; and so does an area 
you leave for over two years, the events that shape a region, 
the politics, and even friends I had known for years. I carne 
back to South Carolina from Oregon wondering just how 
much of the Southern Son I had retained, and just how much 
I had cast off. I could not remember the names of streets or 
where friends lived, but I did remember where the prisons 
were, and (I thought) how large they were when I taught 
poetry to inmates four years ago . In fact, they had grown 
much larger . Institutions created for eight hundred men, that 
were overcrowded when I left, were even more overcrowded 
- one housing twice the number of men it was designed to 
intern. 
An inmate will tell you that the real creative abilities 
of America are locked away in some institution. I have often 
wondered how many Shakespeares, Van Goghs, Herning-
ways are inside these places, what it might take to find 
them. I found myself in the perfect position to discover both 
ends of the spectrum, where the potential is, and is not. 
When the classes began I had men and women come to me 
who could barely read or write, ones who thought that 
creative writing was forming letters with old quill pens, (that 
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I wanted to publish all of their writing, no matter by whom 
and of what caliber). Some even felt that if a poem didn't 
rhyme there was no way it could qualify as poetry. If you've 
never seen blue and someone you didn't know or trust tried to 
tell you about its quality, hue, what would be your reaction? 
How would you see blue? So, you have a rather simple pre-
mise of how all this began: I could not teach people to write, 
but those with desire and ability, I certainly could work with. 
I Can Do 8 or 9 Different Kinds of Writing 
Classes were held twice a week in each institution except 
for the Women's Center which met once a week. One class 
was devoted to going over the student's work which was 
mailed to me, typed and xeroxed. The "workshop," as it was 
commonly called, was used to critique the poems and they 
were examined in a variety of ways: content, style, 
mechanics, intention, meaning, form and structure. Not all 
poems were successful, and the poet in each case was told 
why - not only by me - but by the rest of the class. 
Eventually, the students took hold of the workshop and 
judged the week's submissions by the standards we set up. 
Many things came into play here besides the bare bones of 
poetry. To work at art many personal things enter in: 
philosophy, politics, religion, the human condition, culture, 
psychology, contemporary traditions. All of the work 
produced by the poets was free verse, occasionally poems 
written in forms appeared. The variety of topics discussed 
and written about covered every area. Many poems were 
written about prison and the prison experience. Also, I asked 
that each student concern him or herself with the "outside 
world" since the students intended to return and not forget 
the places they left behind. Some striking views are inside this 
review and they are covered better through poems than in an 
introduction. 
The second meeting of the week was concerned with 
exercises and hand-outs I brought in, usually work by other 
poets, including: James Wright, David Ingnatow, Richard 
Hugo, Allen Ginsberg, Ethridge Knight, W.C. Williams, and 
T. Roethke. I also brought in contemporary reviews and 
quarterlies, articles, criticism, and essays on writing poetry. 
The students received a very large dose of poetry through 
these and also in class writing assignments. 
All of this eventually led to the Inmates' Award Ceremony 
held at Kirkland Correctional Institute and four of the 
students, one from each facility, got a chance to read their 
poems to inmates, guests, and the Arts Commission staff as 
well as the Department of Corrections officials. This was as 
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well as the Department of Corrections officials. This was a 
shining moment for many students. The poets from each class 
had a chance to get together where in almost all circum-
stances this could not have happened (several inmates from 
maximum security institutions meeting in one place). It was 
the poets' first chance to publicly offer their work and the 
reaction they received was impressive and talked about for 
weeks following. Also it was the students' first opportunity 
to meet each other, whereas, they had only known each other 
up to this time by working drafts from the workshops I 
shared with the other classes. Names became people and 
poems became actual poets. 
Fall Out For Creative Writing 
I heard this phrase from a guard every morning upon 
entering Central Correctional Institution, a former 
confederate horse stable captured by Sherman on his march 
to the sea. CCI lies on the east side of the Congaree River 
which flows one hundred miles to the southeast, to 
Charleston. Sherman crossed the Congaree, entering 
Columbia just after he burned Atlanta and blew up the bridge 
that led to the spot where CCI stands (its 180 year old walls) 
and began to burn the city. One of the granite buildings, 
which is now the band room, was where the writing classes 
were held. There are some new buildings, the newest being 
forty years old, and the architecture of this prison seems as 
random as weeds. Nothing matches, and the gray and white 
block houses, the red brick buildings seem drab enough. 
After a few visits one doesn't see the buildings anymore, their 
impact loses its hold upon you and you forget them, block 
them out, or if you are an inmate you try to. This institution 
is vast and so are the types of men who are incarcerated here. 
I began the class with almost twenty men and after two 
months the number dropped to seven with four regularly 
attending and writing some fine poems each week for our 
workshop. 
Now, imagine telling a forbodingly large man (who is 
serving life) his metaphors are a little out of kilter, or that his 
work for that week was what we came to call a TKO. But, 
things fell into shape soon enough, the writing became clear, 
straightforward. William Porter, Issac Slappy, Leonard 
Hamilton, and Clarence Hines published poems, and they 
started conducting the workshop the way they wanted. 'It 
was tight; there was no longer the quiet lion. The mechanical, 
technical, stylistic emphasis I had been bitching about for 
months was starting to take hold, even blossoming into good 
poems that were controlled, made statements about the 
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human condition; that were honest, alive renderings of not 
only prison, but the world around us. My pleasure from this I 
am not able to put into words; just let me tell you the good 
poems are my reward for teaching here. 
All About William's Neighborhood 
William Porter lives in a good neighborhood, one of the 
best in the entire jail. (It's a quarter mile down the tunnel, to 
the left.) He has found a relatively quiet area of the cellblock, 
upstairs, and at the end of the tier, near the windows at the 
rear of the building that overlook the yard, the fences and the 
back wall of the complex. Just over that wall is the river, but 
you can't see the river, the levee, or the canal. William and 
his roommate get along very well and have shared this room 
for some time. How long of a time I do not know. William 
has thirty years. He is tall, fair complected. He has just 
received his B.A. in History from the University of South 
Carolina Extension Program. He works in the college library 
where he reads, writes, and handles the books and film 
library. He has been an active member of the writing 
workshops for the past six months. 
I can say I know William well. He is a gentle man, a wise 
man. I make it a policy not to ask the students what they are 
serving time for. I asked him. He would not tell me. His 
experiences come out in his poetry but he is careful not to 
belabor them with bad memories, to explain himself away. 
He has reckoned with the fact that his circumstances are 
irrevocable, set, and he must spend his days with good 
company, avoid trouble, the characters. William Porter has 
published poems in two magazines of literary merit, and has 
a fine sampling of his work herein . 
At times William is quiet, pensive, yet I know he is 
listening, alert to everything around him. At other times his 
sense of humor is overwhelming, and his dead-pans are 
start Jingly funny. Today I went to his neighborhood to see 
how he lives, what his "house" looks like. His room is 
hospital green. There are wires and cords hanging from steam 
pipes, a hot-wired coffee pot, a TV, a small cracked mirror 
that hangs from an old coke crate over the sink, that doubles 
as a medicine cabinet . Clothes hang from lines that run from 
one side of the room to the other. William's bunk is on top. 
Gene wakes up as we come in . He has been playing cards 
all night and is trying to get some sleep before he goes to 
work. Everything is unusually quiet. He tells me it is like a 
vault after eleven o'clock at night. The room, we guessed, is 
seven feet by twelve feet. There is a metal cabinet with books 
on top, some personal effects, and inside are clothes, more 
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books, magazines . He secures it with a lock that can be easily 
picked . I learned how to pick locks this morning. It is simple 
to do. The commercial showing the master lock being fired at 
by a .45 pistol no longer impresses me. We drink a cup of 
instant coffee. I notice all of the lightbulbs have smoke stains, 
that his room could explode in fire at any moment, as many 
of the rooms can . While we sit and talk a man walks in and 
sprays for bugs. A few of my students are standing about. 
One says he was bitten all over the bottoms of his feet last 
night by roaches and ants. One shows me a swelling on his 
forearm. I do not flinch . 
I expect to see center-folds on the walls. There aren 't any . 
Instead there's a crayon drawing by a child, a cat with orange 
whiskers, a blue face. Across from it is a calendar with a 
picture of a plant , a meaningless phrase on top saying 
something about flowers and spring . William shows me 
photographs of his family , his brother, his sister, his Pontiac 
Firebird sitting out in front of someone's house. The car looks 
like it hasn't been driven out of the showroom. There are 
several photos of men and women he corresponds with . One 
lives as far away as California, and he tells me she writes 
often. Then Clarence and Leonard come back in and we sit 
and talk, act like we are someplace for awhile . This 
comradery feels good to me. I quickly see they want me to 
feel at home, and oddly I do, but not because I'm supposed to 
feel it, that I am a good guy, because William and the rest of 
the men have established something unspoken with me, I with 
them. The buddy-buddy back-slapping that men share on the 
outside is not wanted here. However, friendship is important 
and is as valuable as anything one can want in this 
environment. I left the prison today with a knot in my 
stomach. 
Where Do You Lock? 
This is an expression used in a large maximum security 
facility when an inmate meets another and wants to know 
where he lives, or where his cell block is; in some places this 
might be a ward . The dormitory and apartment do not exist. 
No inmate has been provided with a private place to "lock" 
or the prison might become a hotel. 
I learned this term at Manning Correctional Institution. At 
Manning I had the "Writers' Association, " a group of twelve 
young men who formed a writers' club, found me quite by 
accident (word doesn't travel very fast on the inside). Their 
ages are from seventeen to twenty-two. So these men are not 
tainted by the prison experience. Their energy, excitement 
about life has not yet been fully trapped, held in, and 
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institutional sleep (my phrase) has not yet taken them over. I 
looked forward to this class . We also met twice a week, once 
for the workshop, and once to go over the "rudiments" as I 
came to call them. Many of the students had already been 
writing songs and they seemed to be of a typical sort : prison 
blues, the girl left behind, cell block 49, love, loneliness, 
heartbreak, and the list goes on . Like other facilities, 
Manning has a high school program and a college program. 
Another Woman's Woman 
At the Women's Correctional Center I taught once a week. 
I had eight students, four of who stayed in maximum security 
lock-up for over half the duration of the project period . This 
place looks exactly like a college campus. Only one part of 
the entire facility has a fence, or I should say it has three rows 
of fences, concertina wire donning the top of each, and the 
lone building or compound appears to be the perfect place to 
hide in the event of a nuclear attack. I was not allowed near 
this building, and even if I was, I could never get in, much 
less want to. Nonetheless, the guards cautioned me back. The 
idea of teaching in a women's prison interested me in several 
ways: I could compare this to the life-style of the men, see 
just how an incarcerated group of the opposite sex reacts, 
writes, lives, copes with "doing time." But I wasn't there for 
reasons of experimentation. 
At first I had fifteen women in the classs. the idea of a 
young man entering a women's prison was exciting to them, 
but for reasons I had not quite understood. Few wanted to 
write; most wanted to talk, to ask me questions about 
myself, find out things that had little or nothing to do with 
writing poetry. The class began to thin finding the work too 
hard, and some students were put in lock-up. I had no idea 
who would come to class from week to week or what I would 
be asked. 
In this prison I began to see the differences quickly. The 
women were closer to each other; they schemed more than 
the men, were more cunning. They took to each other in 
class, and one wouldn't come because of an argument, or I 
should say a standing battle she was having with another 
student over a lover. 
There were a few who shined, and one in particular, a real 
voice I had hoped to find and did. Kathy Prather wanted no 
part of the culture that existed in the facility. 
Kathy's voice is distinctive, well tuned, heart-felt, 
powerful. Her subjects know no bounds, and she has the 
fine ability to capture the image in a few stunning words 
some poets require pages to reach. Her style is simple - no 
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philosophy, muddled intention, and the subjects are 
treated with grace and care. 
Cracking - a word used to ask an inmate a question (let 
me crack on you) or another way of asking what's up? 
To get inside Kirkland one must go through a subterranean 
maze, a Z-shaped corridor with cameras and gates. I had 
most of my trouble here. I thought of it as my nemesis, my 
undoing. The class seemed to perpetually fall apart and the 
days with empty classrooms and no students was the norm. It 
is the most modern of all the mens' facilities. It has flower 
gardens, a green house, a furniture refurbishing business, 
college courses, a handball court, a basketball court, a 
weightlifting area, a special building that houses the men who 
are undergoing psychotherapy and evaluation. Yet I felt like 
I'd rather go to CCI, even with its drab color and dingy 
settings. The class went through a variety of changes, a great 
number of students and hundreds of bad poems. (How could 
I have the heart to say that a poor inmate wrote a bad poem?) 
The writing, except for two students, Kent Smith and Earl 
Oliver, wasn't amounting to much. I had my most 
frightening experience here: an inmate bodily threatened me, 
not once but two times. This was my only encounter with 
violence in any facility. These two men stuck it out , came to 
the light quickly and I held on to the class even though at 
times I swore to myself I would never go back, made excuses 
to my boss about why it wasn't working, some legitimate, 
some not. My human being was catching up with me. I was 
having nightmares, sweaty palms; inmates were talking to me 
when I was writing, fishing, out to dinner with friends. My 
preoccupation grew and I lost sleep. The words of one friend 
came back to me over and over: why are you doing this? 
Spending eighteen hours a week inside maximum security 
prisons was biting my ears, causing days with no poems of 
my own and the rejection letters for my poems were taking 
on proportions I thought I had gotten over - that rejection is 
as much of a writer's job as writing. Yet, Kent began to write 
poems full of color, life, curiosity, and at a great number and 
length . Most were very good and had the quality some of my 
contemporaries lacked: original style, flavor , realization of 
who and what he is and what he is up to within the poems 
themselves . Then Earl came to life, suddenly and unexpected-
ly, a student I thought was sleeping. This changed my 
conception . Even though I had to struggle to keep this class 
going, I was glad that I had not talked myself completely out 
of coming here. 
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Institutional Sleep 
We on the outside can go out for a beer any time we like, 
call our mothers for advice, take our wives to supper, 
recreate almost upon a whim and fancy. Yet, if all of a 
sudden those things were taken away and we were told by a 
complete stranger that we had to spend X number of years in 
jail and not be allowed a comfortable bed, good food, to get 
up in the middle of the night to even make a peanut butter 
sandwich, have a driver's license, money, have a house or 
apartment, we would better understand the circles under 
some of these students' eyes, the yawns, the sullen, stale air, 
the smell of overcooked greens, fat-back, instant coffee with 
too much sugar, your everyday existential crisis is to survive 
the immediate environ. We would feel an inkling of what an 
inmate feels. 
End Note 
The poems in Lock & Key have not been "doctored" or 
changed by my hand, as some writers who teach in prisons 
across the country are sometimes compelled to do. The new 
popularity the genre of Prison Poetry is enjoying can be a 
touchy thing for a writer or poet teaching mostly under-
educated men and women, to make the poetry other than 
what it is, bring about a perfection, a lack of human being 
and put some sort of logic in, an objectivity without 
mistakes, chaos, emotion, subjection to the human 
condition. In prison, as well as on the "outside", one 
discovers rapidly that life is absent of total "good times" and 
"happiness". Things happen that we'd like to forget; we make 
mistakes; we change, grow and life continues with us or 
without us. I have made editorial comments, suggestions, but 
if the student preferred to "keep that line" or wanted to 
include a particular image because he or she felt that the 
poem was incomplete without it, the line or image stayed in 
the poem. After all, the poems belong to the poets, not to me, 
and a teacher or instructor's job is to point out inconsis-
tencies, suggest changes, offer advice, but never to take over 
a student's poem. The growth process in art, music, poetry, is 
a task left to the artist alone. The power and originality of the 
following poems in Lock & Key are sometimes harsh, 
sometimes too gentle, about prison, childhood, etc. and 
written by new poets and those who have been holding a 
pencil in their hand like a sixth finger. 
Ken Denberg 
Editor 
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Agrarian Values 
Look at this field. This is my field. 
When I came here they's just a buncha rocks. 
Now they's life in this field . 
Look at that corn. Raised it from seed. 
Just look at that corn. 
Look at this soil. Used to be dirt. 
Wouldn' even grow weeds. My blood's in this soil. 
My hand's there too. Why, this soil will grow anything. 
Look at them beans . 
Look at them pipes. You see them pipes . 
They don't belong here . Used to have a stream. 
State said they needed a dam. 
Now our water comes from them pipes. 
Look at them pipes. 
Look at that sky. You smell that air? 
That's clean air boy. They cain't dam that. 
But I hear they tryin'. 
See that tractor? My boys bought it for me. 
Me and the mule used to walk these fields. 
Now I ride that tractor. And the mule died. 
Man ain't supposed to sit all day. 
Makes you lazy ridin' a tractor. And the mule smelled better. 
Last year they was down from the county seat. 
Said this here's a fine farm. 
Offered me two hundred dollars not to grow corn . 
And five hundred not to grow beans. 
Said they's plenty of corn and beans. 
See them hogs? They like corn . 
And rna over there, she likes beans. 
If I don't grow 'em I got to buy 'em. 
That's the whole idea. 
They almost had me. Then one said everybody was goin' along. 
I said "Where's all them beans comin' from?" 
They didn't know. 
Well , I ain't stupid. 
Look at them beans. 
William Porter 
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Country Music Is The Light Of My Life 
From the day she arrived she talked about Nashville. 
I want to see Nashville, I've got to see Nashville. 
I came all this way just to see Nashville. 
With $200 we left to see Nashville. 
Forty-four miles from this side of Nashville. 
The Ford's engine stalled, a piston fell out. 
The dashboard relayed the motor's demise. 
We coasted then stopped on I-75. 
And watched all the cars that were headed for Nashville. 
Twenty-two minutes we watched them all passing. 
Like some holy pilgrimage, all going to Nashville. 
Yet no one was willing to take us along. 
Some slowed down to look at us though. 
Then waved as if saying "We'll see you in Nashville." 
Finally we found a ride into Nashville. 
In the back of a pickup half filled with cow crap. 
Fitting transportation, I can remember thinking. 
Still it beat walking for forty-four miles. 
And she seemed happy to be going to Nashville. 
We made it to Nashville and spent the whole day. 
I remember seeing two record stores and a country music bar. 
She swore Conway Twitty was in the next booth. 
And went over to ask for his autograph. 
He said that he wasn't, but you can't tell her anything. 
When she had enough we went to the bus station. 
Forty-three fifty got both of us home. 
She went home happy, she had seen Nashville. 
I just went home. 
William Porter 
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In The Pet Store 
"Hello," he called . 
"My name is Fred ." 
Hello bird, I answered back . 
Why are you in that cage? 
Ruffled by my crude remark, 
He snapped back sharply, "My name is Fred." 
Yes, I've heard it all before . 
I've seen your kind , you're all the same. 
No, my friend , you'll not fool me. 
You belong in there , it's in you eyes. 
"Hello, " he answered, 
"My name is Fred." 
William Porter 
Clay 
If our paths should ever cross again 
I'm quite sure I'll feel the same. 
An impression's easily made in soft clay, 
Yet lasts forever once the piece is fired. 
Long after the potter has forgotten the work, 
The vessel retains its own design. 
By now she's mastered her art. 
Who could blame her for being ashamed 
Of a somewhat mediocre early attempt. 
We've all made things that we've hid away, 
And laughed to ourselves because 
The material 's cheap and plentiful. 
William Porter 
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Earnest 
We occupy a room, my roommate and I 
Not really a room though, but a cube . 
The conditions are lousey but we get by 
Ignoring the horrors, killing time 
My roommate lies sleeping, his teeth by his bed . 
He doesn't know that I stepped on them once. 
I washed them off and rubbed my foot. 
Next day his smile was just as bright. 
My favorite shorts hang in the stillness. 
Freshly laundered, trying to dry. 
Exchanging aromas with the surrounding air . 
Assuming the form of a storm tossed cloud. 
Earnest left yesterday, just for a moment. 
He travels the cosmos to keep them in order . 
He can walk with the planets in their natural surroundings 
Yet come back before his absence is noticed 
One day we'll all get to go with Earnest. 
I'll take my shorts, my roommate his teeth . 
Earnest knows the way, he's been there before. 
We will orbit forever. 
William Porter 
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Anticipation 
A gremlin is staring through the glass at me 
Through the opal windows of a lifetime. 
I saw the cop, caught his rueful grin. 
I saw the natal flash, and watched the virgin fire 
Of his molten haste . 
A gnome is staring through the glass at me 
Through the cryptic windows of my years . 
I heard the shot, heard its sudden scream . 
I heard the kneel of time, and touched the vestal wraithe 
In its violent prime. 
A demon is tearing through the glass at me, 
I watched it breach the fragile glass, felt its painful fracture , 
Just an instant between then and now 
I felt the fatal slash, and gyp the scorching madness 
Of its mortal prey, 
Just an instant before 
The phantom came tearing through the glass at me. 
Leonard 'Goyan ' Hamilton 
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On Risingsun A venue 
On Risingsun A venue 
The traffic is loud and fast and modern . 
Raised sounds are alive and unrelenting 
On its white-striped collection of lanes 
Four going east, four going west, 
In frozen asphalt stillness . 
Like a lost equator 
Pursuing the flight of the sun 
From the earliest glint of 
Morning's misty rising, pure and unused, 
To the after-light lacquer 
Of evening's late and waning lantern, 
It hosts a rising and a setting of its own . 
Motorcars of every shape and name and color 
Rise and fall with dawn and dusk, 
Like restless pilgrims trying to catch the sun 
Across this wide expanse of earthbound road, 
Moving east while moving west 
Disputing the stillness of the far horizon . 
How far do the cars and trucks of endless motion go? 
How far did they travel to deliver their strange mystique 
Of ever-coming while ever-going, 
Ever-alive and never resting from the frantic chase 
As I watch the tireless traffic 
Beneath the silvery decay of late summer's evening moon, 
Aloft and very still, over Risingsun A venue 
Leonard 'Goyan ' Hamilton 
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A Message Home 
I will not query, nor pamper the time 
With how you are? 
Having wondered about it for so long, 
I'm sure it would not do you good 
to tell me, 
Nor do me good to know. 
But, I will and do wish you: 
Much love and happiness, 
For bygone days and moments 
When I have not done so, 
And, yet, more love and happiness 
for the unborn days and moments 
When I may not be graced to do so. 
By these few thoughts alone, 
I hear the tickings of my watch, 
And know the unbroken settings of myself 
That, 'til next time, remain. 
Echoes of yourself. 
Leonard 'Goyan' Hamilton 
Freedom's Inside Straight 
The waistchain attached to the handcuffs 
attached to my wrists 
Was, quite routinely, attached to some clicking gadget 
hidden under the heavy, black tile topped table. 
The lean deputy marshall stooped, with much aplomb, 
to secure the legchains to a bolt in the floor. 
Sitting quietly, I absently fingered the small bottle of 
Shaeffer's red ink that I found on the Sheriff's desk; 
gazed at the prosecutor (who glared at me over the top 
of his owl-eyed glasses), then at the magistrate (who 
gazed back at me, across a sea of turbulence and trapped 
space). 
The pretty court reporter, in her gay spring dress, nearly 
fell from her ugly chair, examining me as if to ask: 
"Whatever in the hell is on his rambling mind?" 
Being of sane mind, I reviewed my every action of the previous 
night, wondering if I'had straight wired the metal toilet 
and the flush-button of the cell sufficiently to give an 
unquestionably vigorous jolt to the next user. 
The pretty reporter and I smiled, as I twisted the top 
from the Sheriff's bottle of vermillion. 
Leonard 'Goyan' Hamilton 
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Go Wash Your Face 
They said it was just a matter of time, but he did it anyway. 
After all it did not really cost much and was not too big a load. He 
had it done it before so it was something he was accustomed to doing, 
But he did not have to do it that way. 
It caused a lot of people to have a hard time, some of the people even 
died, he did not care. It did not really matter that much to him, he 
just did it for the hell of it. Some of the people wished that he would 
die, then he could not do it anymore. He just did it over and over 
again, this went on for fifty winters 
and then he died. 
The people were happy, but they soon missed the fact that he did not 
do it anymore. When he opened his mouth before he died the people 
were shocked, I mean they realized what made him do it. 
He did it because he was starving. 
Not the kind of starvation that you and I are used to, but the kind of 
starvation that was not starvation. He had tried to be a moral and 
civilized person but this did not work for long. So he got hungry. 
"Give me more rice," he said!!! 
You in your yellow shirt and brown penny loafers, you make me sick. 
Because now you are doing it, just like he did it. 
It is just a matter of time. 
Clarence Hines , Jr. 
Nouns are the ones that get killed 
A noun was stabbed to death yesterday, the blood gushing like a 
flow from a faucet. The woman substitutes screamed and as usual 
Mr. Fixit arrived too late. 
Floors like a dirt recycling factory, what a place to die? The day 
after everyone forgot to remember, this loss to the universe, like a 
bad dream while Tuff Willie added the noun's woman substitutes to 
his family. The wine manufacturers continued to make, while the 
nickle bags dropped from the sky in the form of brown rain. 
Life is a speck of dust here, a drop of nothing in nothing. You try 
hard and it ends in somebody's ignorance and anger. What is the 
frigging sense, those verbs kill. 
Clarence Hines , Jr. 
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The Shape Of Ice 
You always remind me of the beach, 
It's breezes touched my nakedness. 
Such beauty only to be viewed through pink sun glasses. 
The smell of perfume drifting softly through the air 
brings the promised relief from too much tension. 
You said, 'Til stick to you just like my fingers on these keys". 
You were always softer than sleep, now there is no garden 
on your face. 
I always tried to be your glove in my own unaccustomed hand. 
Many and all we spent so close, close enough to be one. 
I understood too late. Now I bleed: the giddy 
heaven should fall to the level of a wild flower. 
Now life is just a constant tunnel of nothing, that sinks 
deeper into a river 
that ends at night with you. I guess now I should forget, 
but I really do not 
want to. I spend my days and nights thinking and suffering. 
It was so warm, the two of us, now ice forms in my head 
and freezes me. 
It is very cold 
Clarence Hines, ]r. 
Beef Liver 
A lone fly, carrying dried blood buzzes past 
my head and violently stops. 
At the crossroads the point is made up of two roads that 
lead to nowhere 
I hold her to keep a purpose in life but she is only a reflection 
of me in the mirror. I will suffer alone when she leaves but the 
lone fly will still buzz and the sun still shines. 
Like an open eye man who falls into the well, she has become 
my purpose for being. 
Being in love is still like a piece of liver. 
Clarence Hines , ]r. 
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My Blood Is Also Red 
I have stayed in the back yard most of my life, 
it is rough and untended, with hungry weeds. 
I always wanted a peek at the front yard where the 
roses are . Yes there are roses in the front yard, but 
the roses have thorns. 
I knew I had to kick their law into their teeth, 
in order to save them. When I think of the front yard, 
the roses with their thorns I will 
have to be careful, I do not worry about a few chipped teeth . 
Am I clean enough to kill for them, do they wish me to 
kill, or is my place while death licks his lips 
and strides to them, 
in the back yard still? 
I will continue to hide my bread and hold my honey, 
I am a rightful fellow of their band, 
and still wear a uniform. 
It is brave to be involved. 
We are giants they say, but I pity these giants, wasting 
away the cQncrete jungle. 
Like a street that beats into a dead end and dies 
with nothing left but an old wino asleep in the gutter. 
I watch the candle, 
it burns and burns and burns, 
D 
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a flicker , the candle burns out. 
I live in the front yard now. 
Clarence Hines , ]r. 
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A Dream Deferred 
Almost like the many, abandoned 
Houses all around me that day. 
Once beautiful homes with bright-green 
Lawns, where people have lived and 
Died with hope. 
On summer nights I remember old ladies, 
Sitting on their front porches, talking 
In whispers among the comfortable 
Night shadows. A cool wind seesawing 
Across the vacant front yard. 
A steady procession of distant music 
From radios here and there. 
Soft laughter spilling out into the 
Darkness, like bright stars suddenly 
Giving light to a cryptic sky. 
Hope and joy rise and fall, 
Like echoes swelling momentarily 
In the vastness of mountains 
Then fading quickly in one terrifying 
Rush of silence. 
Issac E. Slappy 
A Fading Breed 
A murky sea of waste covers 
Streets with pock-marked faces 
On the verge of fading. 
Ragged, burned-out houses, 
Casting shadows at odd angles. 
People, their pride depleting, stand 
Like derelicts along dimly lit alleys -
Where death uses many guises -
Supported by a declaration of shame, 
An empty life as legacy. 
Sweet horne? where hostility lingers 
Like storm clouds, threatening 
To saturate tempers with violence; 
A grave for friendship's demise, 
The resurrection of outrage. 
So many dreams soaked in disillusion. 
Strange, angry expressions 
Moving in column to nowhere, 
Staring at lost tomorrows through 
Eyes filled with distrust. 
Issac E. Slappy 
- 23- Lock & Key 
ACIREMA, another view 
As if one could feel the pulsation 
Of his own latent energy 
And nothing seems impossible. 
What twisted dreams take shape 
In this incubator of false promise! 
What greatness is possible! 
But pretended grandeur, a cheap imitation 
Where opiate fumes of isolation spread 
Upon dark countenance, lulling to sleep 
Feelings stating their passion. 
Down conscious corridors creep broken 
Images that come as maddened eagles 
From purple mountains, their wings 
Roaring like subway trains. 
Seeing blinding flashing of liberty's face 
Wearing comical, half-disgusting smiles, 
Holding sermons of sadness in her stones. 
A statue erected upon deceit, standing 
Over a sordid, melting pot wrapped 
In tri-colored cloth that's weaved 
Together in unacceptable patterns. 
Issac E. Slappy 
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Untitled 
I wish the ocean were still in sea shells. 
That Saturday was special again 
and people still strange and interesting . 
Why has Christmas gone away? 
Grass doesn't smell sweet anymore, 
Rivers dried up, 
Trees cut down, 
Baseballs are made of plastic now! 
It's really not fair ; 
that is, 
to lose. 
But it's what I always hoped for. 
Gene Duncan 
Plight 
Her barking dog woke me up today, 
and with nothing else to do, 
I shot him . 
He acted just like us; 
came in with such high hopes of goodness, 
but, 
not finding it, 
ended up scattered on the front lawn . 
Expectations and all. 
Not really enjoying this, 
I mumbled something about it not being personal 
and went back inside . 
I pulled her things down from the shower, 
threw them in the fireplace , 
and, 
set them on fire. 
Had some pieces of paper too; 
threw most of them in; 
read the first one. 
Same old stuff. 
One good line though. 
It said something about it not being personal, 
and of course, 
I understood. 
Gene Duncan 
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Why Don't They Call Me Man? 
I stumble each day, 
not knowing the path, 
That will eventually lead 
to understanding. 
Of course, don't ask me if 
I actually know the way. 
I'll lie and answer yes. 
There is only one thing worse 
than not knowing the way, 
that is, admitting you don't. 
A thousand years, a hundred years from now, 
a little boy will stumble 
on my grave. 
He will ask his father 
"Who sleeps there?" 
His father will answer, 
"No one. Not really. " 
And of course, he is right 
it will be as if 
I never was. 
Gene Duncan 
A Tribute To My Pain 
They called my name again today 
I didn't resist as once I did. 
In fact, 
The pain was quite pleasant. 
I reveled in the idea of what I would do , 
of how much pain I would return. 
I dozed for a while, but it wakes me again. 
It doesn't bother me anymore. 
As I said, I may even enjoy it. 
But then again , 
is that so odd? 
To love and hate, to hate and live. 
When you're hurting, 
at least you can be sure you're still alive. 
If the pain stops, 
well, 
that is not so very good . 
Gene Duncan 
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Dreamer 
What the dreamer dreams: 
A man dreams of winning 
A woman dreams of loving 
but 
A dreamer dreams of both 
A 
Dreamer 
of 
Dreams dreams 
Kathy Prather 
Uncle Stephen 
He sits slumped over 
rolls and rolls 
of baby fat. 
Tying the tiny skates 
upon his heavily meated ankles. 
They do not join! 
Nervous, he pulls himself up, 
sweat popping upon his 
bulldog face. 
He smiles! 
Onto the floor he rolls awkward 
Overjoyed with completing 
the first lap around the rink, 
Too fast! 
Down he goes upon 
his cushioned pillows 
Like blown up beach balls 
he bounces from side to side. 
The floor beneath him trembles, 
Mocks! 
He smiles. 
And says, "I will not quit." 
Kathy Prather 
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Looking Back 
The fireflies gone now 
The trees low bending 
With the weight of 
Winter Rain. 
I listen for the sound of 
Winter Past. 
The years I walked 
The rainfilled streets 
And filtered through 
the Parks 
In search of Music People. 
Creeping home to a bed alone 
To be with imaginary lovers 
ringing in my young ears. 
Kathy Prather 
Untitled 
Crouched against a falling wall 
A snow covered sack. 
No! A woman 
A hat of gaudily pathetic 
flowers 
Covered her head. 
Her young and painted face 
was shaking with the cold. 
The paint, the hat, the car 
that pulled before her, taking 
her away 
Bringing her back to wait. 
Kathy Prather 
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Frozen Memories 
The wind blew colder. 
Sitting still as if under a spell. 
Tears streamed my face 
and the wind froze them there. 
Your words fell upon me 
Like tiny bright pebbles 
thrown onto the smooth and 
placid surface of a forest pool. 
The pebbles fell deep, far down 
To the thick mud silted on the bottom; 
Some of them were instantly covered; 
While some lay bright and bare. 
Kathy Prather 
Mine Will Come 
One gray day 
I'll follow a funeral 
out of town 
on the tails of birds 
disappearing into rain. 
Kathy Prater 
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Bear 
I lie here alone 
on my cold steel bed 
the colors of orange and brown 
burn into my brain 
A small furry brown bear sits and watches 
His eyes are cold and black 
He is not breathing 
and yet he understands 
A window that opens but does not open 
My mind drifts farther back 
and then you appear 
Your eyes are cold and black 
like the bear 
Yet there is no understanding 
You're gone now 
and I'm left alone 
me and the little brown bear. 
Ruth "Billy" Bailey 
Waiting 
I sit with my elbows on the window sill 
Looking out at nothing 
And yet looking for something 
The minutes crawl over me like thousands of insects 
It starts to rain 
Cold wet and angry 
I wait for you to bring my life 
Now you are coming, and I smile 
But wait, you're gone 
The earth has swallowed you up 
Like it does the rain 
No more waiting 
My life has gone! 
Ruth "Billy" Bailey 
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When I Die 
When I die, then take me home 
But don't put me beneath the ground 
Where bugs crawl, and eat my body 
Just take me to the top of a mountain 
And there leave my body 
And let the wild life pick my bones 
For on my face there'll be no sod 
But smiles on the faces of men 
And laughter, the death of me 
Ruth "Billy" Bailey 
Caught In The Middle 
Married 6 years 
A son . .. 
Dog 
Cat 
A happy home 
2 cars 
When does it st"art? 
After the first year ... 
The fifth? 
He's late 
Drunk 
Weaving, puking, cussing . . . 
Last to know, you're always 
Tell you, no one. 
They don't hurt you . 
But, 
hurt comes. 
Nancy Williams 
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Smells 
I left knowing it was 
only a short walk but 
hated what I was going 
to face 
I opened the door I held 
my breath as long as I could 
The awful smell came to-
ward me. 
I couldn't turn around 
I had to go . 
The smell , 
A body had been dead for 
a month without being embalmed 
I went farther in 
it smelled like food 
that had been spoiled 
locked in a room 
without air . 
The room smelled as if 
the floor had been 
mopped in sour milk . 
Colleen Marshall 
Telephone 
I took a phone apart 
the other day . 
My head was spinning 
like a washing machine . 
The reason my head gets 
caught up in these fits 
is because, 
This machine takes my dime day after day. 
It lets me talk as much as I please as 
long as I don't lose my connection. 
Colleen Marshall 
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Beauty and Ugliness 
Beauty and Ugliness were walking along 
the beach and they ran into each 
other. 
Beauty suggested to Ugliness that they 
go into the water and bathe themselves, 
so they did just that, they took their 
robes off and went into the water and bathed. 
Ugliness came out of the water first 
and she, by mistake picked up Beauty's 
robe and went on her way. 
When Beauty came out of the water 
she realized that Ugliness had 
mistakenly taken her robe . 
She was too vain and ashamed 
of her nakedness not to take 
the robe . 
So she wore it and to this day 
she never ran across Ugliness 
again . 
There are those who truly know 
Beauty know her regardless of what 
robe she wears and those who know 
Ugliness recognize it even in the 
robe of Beauty. 
Colleen Marshall 
Childhood 
As I think of my childhood 
Its flashes bend me like 
a television screen . 
It clicks on and off. 
As I continue to think of 
my childhood 
I want to forget. 
It comes to me like 
flashbacks. 
I want to forget about 
my childhood like a junkie 
wants to forget cold turkey. 
Colleen Marshall 
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Persona 
Ronald, Darling 
What would you like for breakfast this morning 
Some fresh strawberries 
or would you like a nice big steak 
I will have the maid 
bring it up to you in bed 
Would you like that darling 
Ronald, Darling 
do you think we should 
cut food stamps and welfare off completely 
Darling would you like some 
white wine or champagne with your breakfast 
There is lots of it 
We might as well enjoy it all 
Darling while it lasts 
I wish this could last forever 
Darling I'll have the maid 
bring your morning paper up also 
Oh, Ronald 
Stay president forever 
I love it when you're president 
Shirley Reed 
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Imagination 
A word of caution before you begin your poem. 
There is something you must be continuously on guard 
for when writing a poem . That is the two words imagine 
and imagination. And since just about everyone is able 
to imagine just about anything there is no reason that I 
should discuss that pertinent point of poetry. No, imagination 
is the problem, and that is simply because most of you 
don't have any . Astonishing isn't it! Yes, I thought so too 
when I first saw it. Well , to be honest, I really didn't see it , 
it was more like I imagined it. Still, should you make the 
unforgiveable mistake of using this word, you have placed 
yourself in a desperate position . To give you some idea of 
what I am referring too, let me try and stoop down to your level. 
When you imagine something or ask your reader to imagine something, 
you are insulting his / her intelligence to the point where you 
undoubtedly make your poem sound as ridiculous as it really is. 
It should be obvious, even to you, that the objective of the poem 
is to get the reader to use their imagination, not yours . 
So please, for the sake of everyone concerned, including myself, 
try your level best not to use the word imagination. As for the 
person who wrote this piece of work, he must have had a real lack 
of imagination. 
James Hazel 
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Untitled 
Her world of dishes 
piled high as the trash in the corner, 
tripping on clothes the dog drags out 
5 and 2 year old children run around 
like flies on a cake 
on and on she goes 
better than a swiss made watch. 
at night 
she crawls to bed where two used to play! 
only sleep avoids her 
as you would the black plague 
Rest is hidden within the darkness of the room. 
Ranney Brightman 
Untitled 
Over there kids lie in the street like old newspapers. 
Dinner was three months late . 
Old people? 
There are none, no one lives to be old. 
A woman takes her own life 
No longer can she watch her child die 
My world does not strive 
Our dead don't lie in the streets 
Old people are put into homes 
put out of our way. 
Young mothers die for reasons only 
they know 
Our prisons are better than their homes, 
Two worlds, filles with the same people 
Ranney Brightman 
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Mail Call 
Act like you don't care 
Yet you wait until the last name 
is called 
Your name, 
You try not to show how happy you 
are 
You hold back from running, you 
wait until it's passed to you 
You're scared to find out who it's 
from 
A dear John? Some money? 
You don't care what it is 
it's your. 
Ranney Brightman 
Hell 
no hot water! 
count time, chow time, 
again and again with no stopping in sight! 
o.k. no hot water when i want it, 
i will not line up for count! 
line up or cellblock? 
i line up, with thoughts of getting back, 
for no hot water, bad food, crowded living 
quarters, and eight years of wasted life, 
i want to kill them, but i don't want to 
come back here, they win again! 
Ranney Brightman 
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Love of Peace 
I remember them approaching 
Just ahead, a noisy sunrise . 
Like scarlet birds they are 
accompanied by marching drums. 
Everyone was tense 
the women, children 
and the old, who were vanquished 
to safety, away from 
the smell of burning pitch 
and fighting men. 
Soon atop the vast gray walls 
the archers will make ready their tools, 
swift whispering death . 
As a child, after 
the great war, I was told 
one day man will hate war, 
More than he hates 
his brothers. 
John G. Drake 
The Stream 
When willows scent is 
in the air, dreams 
come to play . 
Everyday is new around the 
babble of the stream. 
(Retrospect) 
memory of small things 
shiny rocks and yellow fish 
seen dangling from cane poles 
like puppets on strings 
Here the tassels 
of long ago will 
make children of us all, 
by the stream. 
John G. Drake 
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Today 
Wait, Stop, Hold it, 
this has gone on 
far too long. Who, 
is responsible 
for the way things are? 
Is it you, 
are you the one? 
Products of evolution 
natural selection. 
What can I do? 
wait, trust 
you say. Thirty, 
forty years 
then today will be 
good times and youth. 
Who told you these things. 
Politicians? OH. The people like 
yourselves that you pay to spend 
the money you give them. 
I know about them, 
where I come from, 
it's called 
Prostitution. 
John G. Drake 
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Glass Train 
I. As the undertaker cries 
All aboard 
His words are muffled 
By the shouts of passengers 
Making their way through broken glass 
Making way through 
Whores and dustheads 
Row after row 
New York City 
The Dakota Hotel 
Watch the crazed maniac 
As he takes a military stance 
Shooting the unsuspecting musician 
Five times 
In the back 
Taste the hot blood 
As he stumbles. 
II. Next stop 
Washington, D.C. 
Salute the flags 
That will soon unfurl 
Bo Eaves 
Lock & Key 
Over the coffins of dead presidents 
The times are hard 
So is the abuse we inflict 
On our children 
Buzzards 
Spread their disease like a plague 
Land of greed 
Home of the hopeless 
Reflection 
On a glass train. 
Ill. Look 
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Into the sick minds 
You've programmed 
As the madmen 
Senselessly, 
Continuously 
Murder children 
Atlanta, Georgia 
Love it, 
Leave it, 
Die 
No end. 
To this train 
An explicit 
Morbidly colorful 
Scenic 
Tourist route 
To hell 
People who ride 
Glass trains 
Should not sell handguns 
One Month In February 
I stood outside her door 
that cold day 
knocking on the wood till 
my knuckles were numb 
After some time, I left 
filled with anger 
and disappointment 
No one heard the crunch 
of footsteps on snow 
as I blew into my cupped hands 
and walked 
Melvin Green 
The Stream 
There might be a hunter standing 
or kneeling at the stream. 
I have watched a talented artist, 
full of his civilised culture, 
bend and drink his fill 
It is ecstasy for the lazy idler 
to lay down, whether on grass, or sand 
so long as there is water 
I have often looked hard into the stream 
and felt the criticism when so called nature 
lovers polluted it. 
When I gaze and see myself, there is a 
sting of guilt. A pebble shines 
revealing itself. 
Melvin Green 
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Mikhail Sarnsonov 
I love to listen to the old man 
with the long beard and bald head 
although he chews tobacco 
and his breath stinks 
He will be there no doubt 
sitting under the pavillion 
across the street 
at Fairview Park 
I know he'll talk of his native land 
never letting on how 
important it is that I listen 
and pretend to understand 
Sometimes he talks about quail 
hunting in Monroe 
or riding through some 
countryside in an open troika 
Once he talked of his childhood 
eating cucumbers and herring 
or grinding his 
grandfather's snuff 
Sometimes he gets all confused 
like the time he called 
me Gusev 
and then started to cry 
I don't always understand him 
except that his tears are real 
I know that I must listen 
when Mikhail Samsonov talks 
Melvin Green 
Lovers 
He plucked a bunch of flowers 
she reached for them 
I watched them enter the woods 
his arms swinging 
her light blue dress blowing 
Melvin Green 
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The Monopoly Game 
Sitting in my ward 
playing a game 
Noise, confusion 
but, the game goes on. 
Across from us 
a person enters another's house 
and attacks 
they struggle 
a hand bearing a knife 
thrusts 
the warm fluid of life appears 
the struggle is over 
I believe its your move . 
Harold Lee Grammer 
Human 
The homes of blondes 
are of rouges 
the people are perfectly cold 
on the water, they are more adept 
their minds do pay tempers 
in fireful rage 
the one preacher 
in his argument of outdoor life 
screams to gain his way 
the lovely village ladies 
in their radiant and huge dresses 
add to the fever 
screaming life is wonderful for all 
Harold Lee Grammer 
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Awakening 
Like a ton of rocks falling 
heavily down a mountainside 
the noise batters 
inside my head. 
Tides of many seasons 
swim around my body. 
the many pains 
show in my hardened eyes. 
Like a dark veil 
being lifted from the blind. 
My eyes open 
and I'm a prisoner 
penitence 
payment for my breach, 
number 94314 
Harold Lee Grammer 
Distinction 
In and out of birth its heart was pure gold, 
feet dark like mine . 
I see no difference in words 
taken out of context and scattered 
across distant plains, where the sun and coyotes 
feed on twisted issues. 
I see no difference in land lovers 
and land haters with fruitful fingers 
that discredit nature . 
Your pupils dilate into bluish skies 
erasing clouds 
inside a heart transforms 
distinction fades. 
Kent Smith 
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Leaving Nothing 
This poem was born in time 
like a premature baby 
on ungifted land 
I cry and I'm left tearless. 
My friend left today 
leaving me a gold necklace . 
When I go . . .I'll leave nothing 
not even memories 
of days spent watching TV 
or my dreams of becoming popular. 
I won't even leave "my" memories 
of the female impersonator 
sitting on the hilltop, 
daydreaming about his six sisters 
intercoursing the minds of great poets . 
I've collected my possessions . I've conspired 
in order to gather every footstep I've taken 
upon these grassless grounds. 
I had the smile stolen from 
my lips last night, while the roaring sound of 
teardrops battered hearts 
of a thousand men 
torturing my eardrums to the point of 
permanent insanity. 
Should crowds of joy portray blood, dancing 
through my veins, giving birth to monuments 
of more joy? Should I decorate my heart with smiles? 
Next week there'll be new faces plastered 
against building like wallpaper. 
Resembling souls of politicians. 
No .. .I'll leave nothing to be trampled on by 
bonds of suppression. 
Ken, my poetic teacher, I won't leave you 
a poem 
to light up your mind 
like crystal chandeliers 
cause you're a poet 
the gifted one 
and I'm the soldier 
that never returned . 
Kent Smith 
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Untitled 
Open one eye, let the pupil tell its story 
the truth is learned, not always taught 
fractions of dignity, seldom lie between 
the unrecorded pages of propaganda. 
Take last week's dreams and neatly stack them 
beside yesterday, careful not to wrinkle the collar 
that holds causes of all who have cause. 
History tells of a brother, muslim, a gifted diplomat 
assassinated with his means 
credit to those who heard, 
evil does not come in colors. 
In your departure, pay respect to the tree 
that never grew and as you sat silently 
It don't have to be traditional, afterward 
you still can walk your willing walk, and cry 
your careless cry. 
Kent Smith 
It's Real 
Fish overcooked in last year's grease 
heavy on my stomach 
flowers refuse to grow, even when it rains 
Still a child, without childhood, thirsting to taste 
the American dream. 
Rotten chicken 
every vain vessel, ripped from its roots 
soaked in blood, not eatable but served anyway 
leaving no choice to unfed men . 
Just seventeen 
years consumed too fast 
stripped and strapped around the last string 
that gives purpose . 
Throw the fake smile in the garbage can 
beside polyester bodies 
And socialize with your ways 
or shed the plastic and become 
flesh. 
Kent Smith 
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You Title It 
A poem becomes a poem the way a caterpillar becomes a butterfly. 
A seed becomes an egg, an egg, You! 
Six years old and six years closer 
there were dirt roads then 
bicycles with rimmed wheels 
promising the speed of cars 
and the joy of being young. 
An explosion giving birth to basketball 
days and jitterbug nights 
not like the modest forties, the latest dress 
fashioned dreams. 
Those days 
No teardrops were misread, no syllables divided 
Hollywood stars who occasionally danced 
to the melody of unblemished words 
more uplifting than champagne and caviar 
Who cares much for the sturgeon eggs anyway? 
On international TV performing miracles to some 
Illusions to others 
Don't know what he looks like without the mask. 
Oh! Don't forget the donation. 
The old house engaged to the blues 
having accepted her provocative presence 
and pitiful eye of gloom, an image 
that's born, lives and dies 
with a family. 
Do you have to like it or love it 
to understand it? 
Kent Smith 
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A New Place To Live 
In your mind a thought , you speak 
of belief yet you disbelieve in yourself, 
Anxiety pulling at your mind like an octopus 
pulling on an enormous rock. I shatter to think 
of your thoughts. 
Don't you wonder about your need 
for depression? Your goals torn down; winds 
of deception. 
With life at a standstill, you ... on the 
blink of destruction, need a new place to live. 
Where your speculations and meaningless visions 
shall flow from its place of origin, 
There you will find yourself, it's you, 
in yourself, moving in. 
Earl Oliver 
Monster 
You are where you are when you are what 
you are, are you what you claim to be? Monster 
despicable in your ways, no hea:rt for evil things, 
this isn't the way you're expected to be. 
Looking for knowledge that you already have. 
Big heads. Unearthy thoughts branded in 
your mind the green pain that drips from 
your eyes, clothes of slime, hair extending 
from your body, cut by worriation, 
a mighty hand at your throat. 
Is there no stop to your menace? Like all 
creatures you're only here for a little while. 
History approaches, now you're getting old. 
But I will never forget you . I'll keep you 
in my diary, beside dead. Strike a 
match to the page where your name lies 
and when I am tired of watching 
the ashes of burnt paper, I'll write your 
name on another page. 
He was where he was when he was what 
he was . 
Earl Oliver 
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Love Grain 
I have a dark and dirty 
soul. 
No light in my heart of hearts. 
No smiles for anyone, cold like 
liquid hydrogen, 
With sub-zero eyes a deadly stare 
No feeling 
But like a grain of sand on a 
western beach 
I am washed to sea . 
Johnny Walker 
My Job 
My job is mine. Duty 
and responsibility. 
However it's not my place to 
run the train. 
The whistle I can't blow. 
It's not my place to say 
how far the trains are 
allowed to travel. 
It's certainly not my place to shoot off steam. 
But let the damn thing jump the track. 
And see who catches hell. 
Lee Vern Brown 
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